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Author's Notes: 

This *does* have a reaction part to it but | didn't like the look of it all in one chapter so it's being separated. 
When will it be added? Hell if | know but it will be added due to how much I've been effing shipping these two 
recently. | went through some interviews and this came to mind as well as some eventual fluff but for now.. 
here's how you be trve kvlt. 


Monday, August the 23rd. 1993. 
How To Be Black Metal (Or: Øystein Should Probably Learn To Seal His Mail Properly) 


By: Øystein Aarseth, Euronymous, Guitarist of Mayhem as well as Owner of Helvete and Deathlike Silence 


Productions 
(And Bard G Eithun bitches!) 


Okay you shits. Okay. | give in You can stop sending me hordes of fucking letters now! 


(Why do you fucking care? You're not the one who goes through them anyway!) 


Here it is. Your fucking guide on how to be fucking black metal. Really | should be telling you vermins to fuck off 
and die but anything that helps spread violence and misery across Norway and all of continental Europe is Ay-Okay 
with me. % 


(*See: l'm actually a total softie at heart and feel guilty telling you fuckers no. You all should be thanking 
sme -Bard Guldvik Eithun, also known as Faust, donations are always welcomel! See bottom for my PO boxll- 
that I'm just adding my two cents and NOT burning this shit) 


Okay first off HI be organizing everything in easy steps, since you guys are probably all mouth-breathers who still 
need mommy fo wpe your assholes for you anyway. (Actually you just suck at organizing shit yourself. Stop 
being disingenuous.) 


Step One: 
Get new names. 


Back when | was young (You're twenty-fucking-five you cock-headl) we didnt have anyone felling us how we 
should chose our names, so consider you fuckers lucky (oh joy) that Im here fo show you how it's done. 


sound Ike you're part of Immortal 

hstead go for names that sound mythical, or subtly evil, lke: 
eae 

ls the Calligraphy really necessary?) 


Latin names are cool too, keep the Greek names fo the Greek (Euronomous) because we have a Greek scene now 


and they apparently really like keeping their cultural identity intact 


You could also try going fo your nearest library and picking out fairy tales and naming yourself after the villains. | 
know none of you have probably ever even held a book in your insignificant lifetimes but | assure you original (Non- 
Disneyfied DISNEY. SPIT!) fairy tales are very dark and very evil The fact that they had to be altered for the 
weaklings is proof of our Christian brainwashing. You could also just read Lord Of The Rings. 


(What the fuck are you talking about? You *love* The Little Mermaid 


The following is a PSA from my bandmate Ihsahn, of Emperor: 


Í will personally compensate the goat who decides fo take Euronymous at his word here and begin a band named 
"THE BROTHERS OV GRIMM" and sing songs about their fary tales | swear it on my mothers life that I wil reward 


you greatly) 

Step Two (Kil your entire family and sacrifice them to Satan! 666!) 

Wear all black 

Your job as a black metaller is fo worship evil and Satan You can't worship evil in your stupid fag neon colours. Do 
you see that shirt on your chair? The one you think is kvit even though it's not in a shade of black? Burn it. Or 
better yet save it and jump to Step Four. Do this along with your other christian clothes. Also dye your hair black 
if possible; this isn't the Third fucking Reich there's no need for you to be blonde. Jesus was blonde and we hate 


Jesus. 


(Hey, remember that song? It came out lke a week ago and you haven't been able to stop FUCKING ANNOYING US 
WITH IT: 


Black black black black Number O-moaning noise-One?) 

Step Three 

Worship evil 

(Under the sea.under the sea.) 

This means no smiling. No listening to any Life Metal (in fact you should all be declaring war on anything that 
doesn't worship evil by now!). No anything that suggest you live a happy fulfilling life full of love and Christianity 
and pugs. (Hs choice of animal here reflects his favourite species of dog.the common pug) You are a modern day 
pilgrim, remember that mantra 

You are a modern day pilgrim 

You are a modern day pilgrim 

(You are an idot 

You are an idot) 

Step Four. 


Worship Evil 20 


(fm a bad choice for commentary on this one. Im passing the pen fo my other Emperor bandmate: Samoth) 


If you have managed to get it this (Take it from me guys if you actually make it this far you've made it farther 
than Euro has in his entire lifetime) far, of which | will be sincerely surprised since | take you all for mindless shit- 
eating maggots, your next step is to worship even more evil Instead of merely frowning and kicking at sand your 
Job now is fo actually Xbe evil 


Instead of kicking sand, kick a toddler's face. (A classic. Tell me more Daddy-O) 
Instead of burning down metaphorical bridges between family and friends, burn down churches 


This is also where your old clothing comes in hand, instead of merely burning your clothing down, use if as kindling 


for your next visit to the local church to metaphorically cleanse your soul of any goodness that may remain 


(Side Note: I am required by my legal representative to state that | don't actively encourage the desecration of 
churches or any form of arson and do not promote any such acts. With my freedom of speech (you can't sue me 
fuckers!) Id like to point this out as another example of our curropted christian government!) (What he said 
Although it should be noted that he's a communist) 


Step five. 

If youre not dead, in jail or in a mental ward 

Begin a band. 

(Faust here, -You could probably tell by the handwriting though- I can personally vouch for the fact that most of 
us here at Helvete deserve fo either be in jail or in a mental ward, black metal will cut your life expectancy by at 
least a solid 55 percent- A special thank you goes to hsahn for the statistics and for staying in school and 
actually being able to calculate those) 


(Youre welcome) 


It doesnt matter if you suck because beauty and intelligibility is for christians and good people. Which we are not 
and if you still have any doubts of that fuck of fl! 


ls that why you force me to sit through lectures on how amazing and transcentally beautiful Klaus Schulze's 


music’ is?) 

To make music is simple, go to your local bookstores (that is a store that sells books for all you mouth breathers) 
and pick up something by Lovecraft or the Lord of The Rings books. You will look lke a virgin, although this matters 
not since you no longer have ‘sex’ you ‘rape: (wow, a litte too far dont you think?) 


Use the mythos fo your advantage. Here are some samples. 


And no you may NOT use these exact lyrics. Fuck of fll: * 
(Or the reason why Dead writes all of Mayhem's lyrics) 


Walking through the forrestacious forest 

With my aincient dagger in hand 

I slay christians and use their maggoty skin as my blankets in the cold wintery night. 
Evil! 

Satan! 


Í call on the great beast 666! 

Evil! 

Satan! 

Blood! Death! Dying pugs! (Hope you guys lke my doodle of a dead pug) 
I burn down churches and hail satan! 


Ave sathanas! 


Hail the beast! 
He shall suffer. Dying breed of stalwart men 


We will never deny what you can see 


h malice 


They will understand my pain! (Oh you motherfucker.) 

Whoever sends me the demo filled with the most inhuman suffering will be signed to my record label 

| dont think there is anymore | can teach you (that's good, because Wve learned nothing | want my money back) if 
you still don't understand you probably never will so go back to your stupid Life Metal music or better yet KILL 
YOURSELF IN THE NAME OF THE INFERNAL GOA TI 

I hope you all spread as much evil as you possibly can Please wait for my next instalment: 

Øystein E. Aarseths Crash course on the history of Black Metal 1184-1993 

Goodbye. Die in black 

(Credits Annotations: 

Faust/ Bard G Eithun, drummer of Emperor, professional couch potato and Helvete's vinyl organizer. 


Samoth/ Tomas Haugen, guitarist of Emperor and Helvete's letter opener. 


hsahr/ Vegard Tvetain, «The Emperor and resident scientist-slash-mathematician) 


M 


Author's Notes: 

I had the second part written and all.but for whatever reason I scrapped it and decided fo write this I may have 
complicated things for myself but | wanted to have some fun, and this kept catching my eye. | felt the need to 
include Ihsahn and Samoth as a source of comedy because Im obsessed with them as a duo. Hopefully it doesn't 
take me another LITERAL FUCKING MONTH to write another instalment of thi..thing. Theyre all over 18 here btw. 


This is Emperor's Official Communication Sheet: 


If you, as a member of Emperor, have anything youd like to tell your bandmates in complete secrecy say it here 
and put it in the third cobblestone of Helvete's cellar. 


If you are someone other than a member of Emperor. 
FUCK OFF MAGGOT. WERE NOT TO BE FUCKED WITH! 


WE ARE MURDERERS, FUCKING BLACK MOTHERFUCKING WIZARDS, WE WILL FUCKING BURN DOWN YOUR CROPS 
AND RAPE YOUR WIVES! 


-Started by lhsahn, of Emperor. 


I Ike tits 


Signed: February 3rd 1112 


"Jesus Christ, | forgot we even had this. Our shifts are kinda fucked right now so hopefully you motherfuckers 
remember what the red €' stands for in Helvete's bulletin board 


-F (Aug 24 44) 


¥ 


1 can't believe its been over a year and the only thing written in this is 1 Ike tits’ nice going Sammy, real classy -/ 
believe we made a quota about usage of names here? | don't remember which one of us has the rule sheets, I only 
have the old one me and Samoth made back when we were B, anywho, this bracket is extending the word count 
of everything | wrote so far, and Id just Ike to say Id like fo give Faust the very secret nickname of Fefe. | think 
itl be really cute- ANYWH000000000. Our shifts suck, the pay sucks, | want to use my diarrhea as Øs coffee 


creamer. k there a reason we need fo use the ultra-secret communication sheet? 
-I (August 24th, circa: 10:30 am)" 
* 


"Yeah, | was just wondering. did we just fuck ourselves up by ruining our boss’ book? Like.we Ive here. Lord 
knows what does in the inner cellar. Should we just commit sacrificial suicide or should we see that the book 
never makes light of day? 

Also, yeah, | have it. There is a clause under section 666J stating that when it comes fo the Emperor Offical 
Communication Sheet "Thou Shalt Not Use Thy Brethren's Real Name Out Ov Fear Ov Police Involvement, The Black 
Metal Mafia Is Secretive Work" 

I refuse to be known as Fefe. Fuck you 

-F (about! don’t fucking know. Its noon-ish)" 

* 


"Fefe. QT-Ple. Q-H. 


This was *your* idea You said if was cool ‘cause youve known Ø for 6 years and Øs like your bro (your very 
homo-erotic bro) 


Anywho.as much as Id love to throw you under the bus and pretend you forced me into this. Im aware of clause 
666A states that once you jon Emperor youre part of a hive-mind, so if youre fucked, Im fucked Fuck 


We should remove clause 666A because really this extends to death and now that Im B years old have had sexual 
experiences outside of my right hand | think that this entire thing is fucked up. | don't want fo de for you fuckers. 
No siree. | highly doubt Sam will live past the age of 22 and I don't want to have to kill myself because Sam made 
a stupid decision and ended up dying Nope. Nope. Nope. Were removing that: 

-/ (8:05 pm, Im wearing my watch)" 


x 


DO NOT CALL ME FEFE, DO NOT CALL ME QT-PE AND DO NOT CALL ME Q-TP. 
Do you remember what happened to that guy in Lillehammer? That will happen to you 
I got away with murder bwahahahahahaha 


Also, youre the one to talk about homoerotic’ you wear makeup and high heels We could credit you as Satanic 
Drag Queen and itd be an accurate statement. You get mary-pedis every two weeks for fucks sake! 


This doesn't answer the elephant in the room. 
Fuck you 


-F 630, Hl wait twenty minutes after each note from now on fo see if I can catch you SO THAT | CAN FUCKING 
GUT YOU LKE A FISH)" 


Fefe, QT-pie, Q-tp. 
The Q in Q-Tp stands for Quality so consider yourself complimented 


| dont fucking care what you say, have fun with your ingrown toenails and bunions while all the lades awe at my 
soft and supple footsies Ah yes You can go kill yourself: You are so wrong Fefe. So motherfucking wrong 


Okay, so, | have extra time for lunch, so our lunch shifts kinda-sorta coincide. Im probably going to find you and tell 
you all of this in person 


If we dont meet up then.tough nuts | guess | don't know where Sam is, | bet he's masturbating fo Japanese 
Tentacle Porn again though Between you and me Fefe if he dies of carpal tunnel syndrome as a result of over- 
masturbation | think thatil be alright with me. 

hve known the guy for half a decade, dont need it fo be a full No sree. 


I can do all the guitar and do the bass, you can do the drums and be your dumb little bimbo-self: Weil be the 
sexiest black metal power duo of all time. Uh-huh 


Íd fell you to kill Sam, but since Emperor is a collective not separate units we'd have fo kil ourselves afterwards 
(pesky clause 666Al) also, since were technically one entity, technically were all murderers. Welp. This will be fun 
fo explain fo the judge. 


Stay Gulden Fefe. 


-I 4:03pm)" 
x 
lb 


I am NOT a bmbo- 


"Goddamnit guys! Why am I the one who always gets left out of Emperor?! 
Ím sitting here getting paper cuts from opening all these letters while you two are plotting fo kill me! 


Were supposed to be %friends%, Ihsahn you arrogant bastard! I am way better looking than you are, and stop 
leaving your fucking nai files over on my desk whenever you come up here! I hate youl 


Faust, you agree right? Im better looking than Ihsahn, right?! Goddamn it I hate you alll 


Stop congregrating without me! Were supposed to be best friends! Argh! Im so lonely. Now I wish Ø wasn't in 
Bergen with Varg so someone would involve me in their bullshit. 


Update: I stil Ike tits 


-S" 


‘Sammy, 
h case you haven't seen it at your doorstep, I left you some lunch 

Im sincerely sorry you got left out. 

Your contribution fo Emperor is monumental, and | appreciate you as my best friend 


You don't call me bimbo or Fefe or QT-pie, and you are most definitely the second-handsomest member of 
Emperor after me. 


Youre the reason clause 666A remains 


<3 Faust." 


"You fucking faggot Fefe, choke on Øs cock and de. 
PS: I hope you lke the gift Sam ;) 

I 6:22pm)" 

¥ 

"Faust, 

Thanks for lunch man, although | already told you ths when we crossed paths 
Youre the fucking greatest 

Eat shit and de hsabn | dd rot Ike the brand new ral file at my desk! 

Die de de de de de de dellll 


-S" 


"What? It had a pretty bow on it and everything! 

-/ 158pm)" 

¥ 

"Okay, so, update guys. | just got off the phone with Ø, our conversation topics went as follows: 
Klaus Schulze. 

How our days have been 

How annoying Varg is 

He misses my cooking 


He wants to know how Helvete is doing 


More Klaus Schulze. 

He wants fo know if Helvete is falling fo pieces with only us, Hellhammer and Metalion running it 

More Klaus Schulze. This guy never shuts up. 

More whining about how much he misses my cooking because Vargs sucks He should really just learn how fo cook 
Apparently Varg is annoying (dunno what he has against Varg to be honest) 

We said goodnight and that was that. No mention of the book, although Im starting fo think we should all pack our 
bags and move to Halmstad with Mortis. | know I said the moment I see him around here Id shoot hm in the face, 
and | know he said the moment I cross the Swedish border Im getting a bullet through the nuts but.. 


Guys. Im scared Bysteins going fo castrate me. 


-F (202" 


"Fefe, 
That is the gayest thing Ive ever read Did you two also do the ‘you-hang-up-no-you' thing? 
Anywho: 


Good that he knows nothing yet, we can sleep tonight knowing that we wont have a small, angry guitarist at our 
bedsides with a knife. 


I called Mortis but unfortunately he's willing to give shelter fo everyone but you, Fefe. Emperor is a hive-mind, 
clause 666A, blah-blah-blah Were screwed 


Stastically speaking we only have a 3% chance of survival so. say your prayers boys 


-1 (23:05pm)" 


THIS IS SAMOTH AND FAUST'S OFFICIAL, WAY COOLER, COMMUNICA TION SHEET. 
IHSAHN SUCKS SO FUCK IHSAHN. 
‘Reasons why Ihsahn sucks, go! 


-Bérd" 


"Controlling" 


"Demanding" 


"h a state of permanent PMS" 


"Just sucks in general. He's annoying fo even think about! Argh! Okay, so, Øystein called me this morning fo complain 
about something Varg did. Im pretty sure he'll be home on the 30th Do you have relatives in Russia? Perferably 


Siberia or someplace equally cold and unpleasant." 


"l have relatives in Hammerfest. We could take the train tonight. Leave Vegard fo deal with Bystein's wrath, 
Revenge'll be sweet." 


"We gotta change our names though. hm.. Samuel and Fredrick? Imput desired." 


"VEGARD JUST CAME IN HOLY SHIT HOLY SHIT. 


HES LIKE. "I haven't seen any letters in the Emperor communication sheet. Pretty interesting considering we're in 
the middle of a crisis." 


IM LIKE. "We've been busy all day, get off my dick Vegard" 


AND HE JUST SITS THERE, HS BOOTS ON MY DESK, AND SLOWLY FILES HS NALS WHLE GLARING AT ME. 
MISSION ABBOR T. MISSION ABBORT. HELP ME BROTHER. 


SOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOSOS." 


"You motherfucking ASSHOLES! This is MUTINY!" Vegard shrieks, kicking down the door to Tomas’ small den 

He stands there, angry and seething with a crumpled up piece of paper in his hand 

Bard and Tomas exchange fearful looks as Vegard's skin tone goes from ghostly to rpe tomato in two seconds flat 
"HOW FUCKING DARE YOU!" 


"YOU WERE PLOTTING TO KLL ME VEGARD!" Tomas shouts back as Bard frantically begins looking around for the 


nearest escape chute. 
"EVERYTHING I DO I DO OUT OF LOVE! I CANT KLL YOU! SECTION 666A!" 


"TOMAS! We can use the window! We can use the fucking window!" Bard shouts deliriously. Laughing maniacally as 
he tries to escape out of the window. 


"Dont do it Bard! If you crack your head open and Tomas and | have to follow! Were obligated by a contract 
signed in our fucking blood!" 


Its too late, Bård manages to topple out of the window, but thankfully lands on the balcony a story down 


"You know./ came here to see how things were doing since Øystein is in Bergen.. is it always like this?" Jorn asks, 
walking across the hallway with Jan 


"With them? Yeah" Jan snorts apathetically, 


"WILL SOMEONE PLEASE CALL AN AMBULANCE?!" 


"Well, boys, I hope youve learned your lesson: 
Never stage a mutiny against me. 

-I (Aug 26th, 94 930 am)" 

¥ 


"I think the real lesson learned is never fall out of windows: Do you know how hard it was to convince Ø to stay in 
Bergen? We should probably retire the communication sheet for now. | can barely make it down the stairs 


Fucking kill me, although Im sure Ø will do that soon 

Goodbye cruel world It was nice knowing you 

-F Gt really doesn't matter what time it is. Im a deadman anyway)" 

* 

Dear Vegard Tveitan, Tomas Haugen, and of course my tittle brother’ Bard Eithun. 
Youre all retards to think that I didn’t know this existed 


You didn't convince me well enough, Bard, because | came back after hearing you actually fell out of a window, 
instead of a flight of stairs 


Regardless, | was worried about you 
Pity, since me and Varg were actually getting somewhere. Varg says hi by the way. 


So, it goes without saying that Wve read everything on this sheet of paper. Maybe next be careful with how you do 
these things, because | noticed all the brand new finger prints 


Im really sick of being intelligble right now. Im so fucking pissed off. Just know Im going fo skin all three of you 
alive and throw you into a vat of ACD. 


XOXO Øystein Aarseth :) 


PS: IM COMING FOR YOU FRST BARD YOU FUCKING TRAITOR YOU FUCKING PIECE OF SHT! 


M 


Author's Notes: 
Dont expect this level of competence from me. Dunno why Im updating so fast but hah Its a pity that you cant 
post photos here since | made a few doodles regarding this 


"You are cordally invited to the funeral of 
hsahn (Vegard Sverre Tveitan) 

Fefe (Bard Guldvik Eithun) 

And last, and certanly least: 

Samoth (Tomas Thormodsæter Haugen) 


To be buried at Old Acker Cemetery in one single coffin, the order must go lhsahn-Fefe-Samoth, in no way shape 


or form may Samoth's limbs touch Ihsahn's. 
Deface Samoth if you must, but keep them seperated with our beloved Fefe. 


Tombstone must state: "Here lieth the mighty Emperor 179-1793" in cursive script. There may be no mention of 
lhsahn, Fefe, or Samoth as we have all mutually chosen fo abolish our personal identities for the sake of merging 


into one large entity known as Emperor. 


If no coffins are available then we request to be cremated all together (in the same oven) and for our ashes fo 
be scattered alongside the fjords so that way we may return fo Valhalla where we surely belong after the horrific 
fate that has befallen us. 


If someone could please contact Tchort at xx-xx-xx-xx and tell him that since he has not signed his contract 
agreeing to merge into the Emperor, which dictates that in (clause 666A) case of any death of a band member, 
accidental or otherwise, one must commit suicide, he's not required to do any such thing If you could do that that 


would be most gracious of you 

We would like to let everyone know our murderer is none other than Øystein Aarseth, or, Euronymous of 
Mayhem, Owner of Deathlike Silence Production and Helvete as well professional never-do-well-or-anything-at-all 
and kebab muncher. 


We would also like implore the late Per Yngve Ohlin's, better known as Dead, suicide be looked into. 


Thank you all, we will surely be missed 


Emperor. 


Vegard would really rather Helvete not know he's humming Last Christmas’ in August. No. Nope. No siree. 


But then again, he'd also really rather not be about to face his untimely death at the hands of someone who 
barely hits five foot five. 


"V-Veg..? Whatr'ydoing?" Tomas mumbles sleepily, sticking his head out the door of his little of fice. 


Vegard's heels make tap tap tap sounds as he marches across the hallway, carrying a stack of papers. He slides 
one down a doorway before handing another one to Tomas, wordlessly strutting past. 


"Why is your name written in large curly script and mine is like..practically braille." Tomas asks, stumbling behind 
Vegard. 


‘Elementary, my not-so-dear Haugen" He hums, before sliding one down Bard's -the poor fucker- doorway. 


"What..so this is it?" Tomas says blankly, as if he has a hard time believing that he's seriously dying at the delicate 


age of nineteen. "This is how we die? Euronymous kills us?" 
“Seems so." Vegard shrugs, turning around to look Tomas over. 


Hed like to say that Tomas looks the same as when they first met but unfortunately thats not exactly true since 
they met before they hit puberty. Now that they both have ballsacks they look radically different. 


Not that Tomas is a particularly nice sight. He's gangly, with limp hair and worried features. Hs sweatpants hang off 
of his hp bones like clothing hangers. Blergh 


"See you in Valhalla" Vegard offers, flipping his curls off of his shoulder. Unlike Tomas -by choice- and Bard - 
without choice- Vegard planned fo die in style. He wore his tightest leather pants, and did his eyeliner ultra-nicely. 


Tomas puts his hands on his shoulders 


"V- Vegard, cmon dude, we're about to get murdered." Tomas trails off. 


"So?" Vegard furrows his eyebrows. If anything at least this means that he'll never have fo see Tomas’ face ever 
again! 


"We should at least, yanno, crack open a bottle of beer and talk about our lives and all the shit we've been 
through." 


"Ahahaha..No," Vegard shakes his head, brushing Tomas hands off of his biceps. "We haven't been apart for the 
past.what? Six years? Don't need fo remember that. No, nope, no siree!" Hs voice reaches a high octave as Tomas 


pouts. 


‘Besides, your morning breath is plain awful. Go check to see if Fefe left us anything on the ultra secret 


communication sheet." Vegard concludes, checking his nails as Tomas rolls his eyes 
"Youre a mean man, Vegard" Tomas mumbles before walking away. 
Vegard nods to himself. Yeah, sounds about right. 


Several seconds later, he hears a loud, emasculating shriek piercing through the air, followed by a boar-like grunt 


and several crashes and bangs 

Shit! Euronymous' got Tomas! 

h a split second Vegard realizes that..fuck it he doesn’t want to diel 
He doesn’t wanna tucking die at all! 


In Vegard's mind he does a series of complex Kung-Fu moves as Bonnie Tyler croons in the background but in 
reality he's repeatedly banging his fist against Bard's door until it gives out. 


"He's a madman!" Bard shrieks, holding his blanket up for modesty. 


Both shout as Vegard picks Bard up and throws him over his shoulder, running down the hall to the emergency exit 
The sirens blare. 


Shitshitshitshit 


"We can't leave without Tomas!" Bard screams, boxer-clad, banging his fists against Vegard's back as he runs down 
the stairs. 


‘Its too late! We gotta save ourselves!" 


Bard shrieks on top of his lungs as Vegards fantasies finally manifest vocally: 
"L NEED A HERO! IM HOLDING OUT FOR A HERO "TILL THE END OF THE NGHT!" 
"What the fuck?!" 


"HES GOTTA BE STRONG AND HES GOTTA BE FAST AND HES GOTTA BE FRESH FROM THE FIGHT!- no one ever 


dies in musicals!" Vegard babbles, half-hyperventilating as the back door comes into view. 
"We don't live in a musical!" Bard shouts. 
"NO ONE EVER DIES SINGING BONNE TYLER!" Vegard corrects, pushing out the front door and into the sunlight 


"FREEDOM!" They run across the street and into the park, almost getting hit by the cars as they run until they 


reach another park, three streets down 

Vegard collapses on the grass with a wounded, bandaged, and still half-naked Bard 

In the distance they hear more garbled shouting, and Tomas runs past them, looking throughly roughed-up. 
‘Sam! Sammy! Tomas!" Bard shouts, waving his arms. "We're here! Yoo-hoo!" 


‘Don't do that idiot! What if Euronymous is following him?!" Vegard hisses, but it's too late, Tomas changes his 
course and runs straight into Bard, tackle-hugging him. 


'I was so scared!" Bård cries out, koala-hugging Tomas as the latter whimper into his shoulder. 
"Thank Satan youre alright, Sammy!" 


Tomas tries to stand up, but falls over with Bard's legs still wrapped around his waist. They both babble about how 
afraid they were for each other as Vegard looks at them both with a blank expression, his hands on his hps. 


"You two look lke homosexuals." And then Tomas’ rage is directed at Vegard 


"You asshole!" He screams, lunging at Vegard and repeatedly hitting his head "YOU FAITHLESS MOTHERFUCKING 
DONKEY!" 


"Watch the fucking face! | didnt fucking know!" Vegard shouts, pushing against Tomas’ shoulders as he screams: 
"DiediediediediediediedieDIEEEEE!" 


Vegard pushes Tomas off and rolls away, panting as Tomas death glares him. 


"HLHI buy you some ice cream just.no more!" He wheezes, his pristine eyeliner already smudging down his cheeks 
Tomas just stares at him with eyes full of betrayal and hurt, panting heavily. 


"What? Im serious! I didn’t know he was back! If | knew | wouldn't have sent you down!" Vegard snaps, before 
burying his face in his palms. 


"What do we do now guys?" Bard says, completing the small circle they sit in as all three boys look at each other 


miserably, 


‘Get you some clothes first." Vegard mumbles and watches as Tomas takes one of his sweaters off and throws it 


at Bård: 
"Catch" 
"Thanks!" 


‘Now all that's left is getting Tomas some ice cream and adjusting to life as farmers." Vegard sighs, stretching his 


arms out 


"Telemark isn't too far!" Bard points out cheerfully. 


"He could find us in Telemark No. Were going to Hammerfest and living life as farmers. Tomas can be the retarded 


son neither of us wanted!" Vegard decides, earning another betrayed look from Tomas 


‘Oh come here, Ill get you some ice cream you big baby." Vegard grumbles, rising up and sticking his hand out to 
Tomas, who takes it hesitantly, 


"You coming with?" Vegard asks Bård who shakes his head and mulls over the meaning of life itself. 
"No. Hl just lie here.” 


The other two shrug and leave Bård to his own devices, walking off in search of the nearest ice cream 


stand.although it can only be around ten in the morning 


For the most part Bard just les there on the grass, watching the clouds roll by. They look Ike lots of litte things, a 
drum set Bard has been eyeing, a Big Mac meal, a rubber ducky, Dystein’s hand. 


Øysteins hand?! 


‘GOTCHA YOU LITTLE SHT!!!" Øystein growls, pinning him to the grass with a wild look on his face. Bard screams, 
only for the sound to be muffled by Øysteins palm as he hisses: 


"You really thought you could fucking hide from me?!" 


Bard tries fo look as apologetic as he can, in hopes that somehow inspires Øystein fo spare him. Although knowing 


Øystein they'll probably be no such luck 


There was no ice cream stand but there was a vending machine a few feet away, 
". Tomas..what does that look like fo you?" Vegard asks flatly, tapping Tomas’ shoulder. 
He turns around to see a familarly short form straddling Bard. 


From this angle it looks like Øystein" He answers just as blankly, and both boys exchange understanding looks 
before looking at their trainers. 


"RUN FOR YOUR FUCKING LIVES" They shout in unison and run in separate directions. 
¥* 
‘Get in the fucking car!" Øystein hisses, yanking Bard up by the arm. 


‘im sorry! Im soooo sorry!" He whimpers, before crying out of pain Øystein looks at the bruises covering Bard's 
legs and sighs. The bandages already need to be changed 


Patting the arm he just yanked up, Øystein throws the other one around his shoulders and passive-aggressively 


carries Bard to the car.. 


